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and an extended panorama of the country around
and is the great afternoon resort of the fashionable
Montrealeans. To the tourist, however, the principal
attraction of Montreal is shooting the Rapids of the
St. Lawrence. A friend of the Colonel took me there
one afternoon. We boarded an old-fashioned paddle-
steamer at a place called Lachine and had not gone
far when the Rapids came in view in all their fury.
Rocks jutted out most dangerously in all directions
and waters rushed round and up these projecting
rocks and fell in torrents over the edge. As we came
to the top of the Rapids, for a moment I held my
breath! It looked like courting certain death! No
steamer, I thought, even in the hands of the most
skilful navigator in the world could possibly escape
being rolled over and broken to pieces against this
formidable phalanx of sharp, pointed rocks. How-
ever, we held tight to the deck-rails as the steamer's
prow for an instant projected over the rim; almost
simultaneously it took the plunge, lurched heavily
on one side with the rocks almost grazing it, some-
how recovered its balance, stopped dead for a
minute in the terrific whirlpool of water rushing on it
from both sides, then slowly turned away from the
threatening rocks, took another plunge, avoided
another series of rocks and yet another and then
with a last straight sweeping plunge it cleared the
rocks and the rapids and paddled merrily along the
placid surface of the St. Lawrence glistening in the
late afternoon sun and reached its destination as
the grey of the evening was spreading over the royal
city.